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woman, thinking she was a virgin.   Never attempt the impossible, mv
friends, never climb where you cannot reach.    Farewell.

CHIEF OGRE MINISTER.    Oh, oh, we thought we would gain great
praise from all the world, striving to unite our lord the king with
your beautiful princess.     We hoped to unite gold with gold.  . .
You are like a merchant who refuses to sell in his first venture.   Your
goods will become stale, your princess will never get a husband.

CHIEF HUMAN MINISTER. Ha, ha, our goods are not for sale. Your
king washes his hands making ready to feast on the choicest food on
the table, forgetting that the meal is not for him. Farewell.

CHIEF OGRE MINISTER. We must use our discretion, we will retreat
in good order. Then, when all is ready, we will use our god-given and
demon-given weapons, we will use our supernatural powers, we
will make the whole forest shake with thunder, all the mountains
quake with our shouts. Our war-cries will be heard even on Mount
Mayyu. This city and this king will soon be mere dust. The bomb
shall soon explode, a match shall soon set alight the mine of gun-
powder. Explosions shall soon rend the air. My lord of the orchestra,
show us our way home, and imitate the sounds of explosions and
trumpets blown to call soldiers to battle.

[Exeunt human ministers, laughing and jeering, as the orchestra
plays, and the ogre ministers walk up and down. When the
orchestra stops, they have arrived at the forest. Enter DAY-

WAGONBAN.]

Entrance to the Box of Glory, O Master of the golden arrow.
We went in daring and with valour to the city where Minkissa
dwells, and we delivered your message to her father the king. But
he did not like us. We gave him sweets, but he found them sour.
He said that you, a barbarous dweller in the forest, eater of uncooked
flesh, did not deserve even to look at the princess. He sent us away
at once.

DAYWA. Ah, the little kingdom insults this great ogre, titled
Daywagonban by the king of the gods himself! It ought to agree to
my demand, it ought to soothe my nerves, it ought to give in submis-
sion and in joy the princess Minkissa who laughs in the shadow of
water-lilies, who sleeps in a golden house. . . . The tiny country has
insulted me. I will destroy it by my mighty army of victorious
ogres. Ministers, call the soldiers, shine the weapons. We march to
Thiyizayya on the seventh day from now.                             [Exeunt.]